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thing fatal about it; perfectly happy during- a single
heart's beat, while Eve, reminded by Adam, hesitates
to take the fruit not from a devil but from Love, yes it
has come to that, in the midst of the garden among the
flowers? Spoiled though they be, these two beautiful,
naked figures, against the immense and spacious sky,
surrounded by the sweet and nimble air, about to kiss
one another, seem to explain everything in a moment,
and to reconcile us with death too, since it was the price
of love, of an illuminating kiss of recognition, without
which how lonely would have been our happiness, how
poor a thing the beautiful, unsmiling world.
Something like this seems to me to be suggested,
dimly enough, it may be, in that sad, eager, impassioned
old face, that seems about to speak, in Titian's portrait
of himself, painted with an ' impressionismJ achieved in
a moment, really foreseeing there, as it were, the work of
Velasquez, the truthful, distinguished work of that pupil
we have so loved. He seems to have created life with
something of the ease and facility of a natural force, to
have desired always Beauty as the only perfect flower of
life, and while he was not content with the mere truth,
and never with beauty divorced from life, he has created
life in such abundance that his work may well be larger
than the achievement of any two other men, even the
greatest in painting; yet in his work, in the work that is
really his, you will find nothing that is not living, nothing
that is not an impassioned gesture, reaching above and
beyond our vision into the realm of that force which
seems to be eternal
To turn to the other Venetian painters after Titian is a
little difficult. Yet, in Lorenzo Lotto, born in 1480, you
have often a fine portrait painter, and if, as has been
suggested, his work is overrated, it is sometimes fine
enough to excuse the praise it has received. The picture